3i6                 LETTERS FROM SAMOA
Vailima^ December 9, 1894.
T IFE seems to have stood still with us since I ^ Tuesday, and none of us can do anything but think over our loss, which only grows greater as we begin dimly to realise it. No one, at least, was ever more universally mourned than my beloved son. . . . The ascent to the top of Vaea Mountain was a very difficult matter, and many of the men found it more than they could manage. The coffin left half an hour before the invited guests, as the labour of climbing with it was so great; but there were many relays of loving Samoan hands ready to carry their dear Tusitala to his last home amongst them, and they took the utmost pains to bear him shoulder high, and as steadily and reverently as possible. Behind them came the few near and good friends that we had invited to be present; and when they reached the top of the mountain they found the coffin laid beside the grave, and covered with the flag that used to fly over us in those happy . days upon the Casco.1 . . .
As soon as it was lowered into its place, and the wreaths and crosses thrown in till it was hidden from sight, our house-boys seized the spades from the 'outside' boys who had dug the grave; no hands but theirs, who had been specially * Tusitala's family/ should fill it in, and do the last service for him that was left to them.
1 From Saratwc to the Marquesas.   Methuen and Co.